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| most distingnist:ed physician. | |
= Itiseomposgdnof strictly offici- | ‘4]
> nai ingredients, whose happy | O
| | combination has mever been ' €2
| & | surpassed. Itis prepared with |
| ﬁ | seientfic skill from the fioest 1"3
: | materiuls. It bears the palm |
‘fﬂ | for constancy of streng:h, cer-! -
\“;‘; | tainty of effect, elezance.of | ;j
! | prepsration, beauty of appear-
o [ance and relative ci;cnpncﬁs.i =
p_l { Tue testimony in its favor is |
| genmine. 1t never fails when |
| Tairty tried. | =

* saffering from chronic kidney trouwbles, the
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Dear Mrs. Jones, I'm glad yon called !

end, in point of fect, he was nether 2 g¥PSy

have altogether lost my first enthusiasm for

plete desalztion, combined with the charm
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WOM AN!

i ‘Grace was in all her steps, | |
Heaven in ker eye,

| Ihoped you'd come te-day.

| Now have you heard what awinl things |

They tell of Elder Gray ?

You haven't? Why, I heard last night,
That some one heard in town,

He weut to sec the Black Crook show,
Along with Deacon Brown.

But dow’t you tell—I'm sure you won’t !
Perhap: it isn’t s0;

‘But, really, that is what they say—
I don’t pretend to know.

Now, Mrs. Joues, do you suppose
That Mr. Smith will cheat?

I’m told by those who ought to know
He swindles on his meat.

Two ounces short a pound, they say,
And juest the same on tea,

And he 2 member in the chureh,
Along with you and me !

But don’t you tell—I'm sure you won't!
Perhaps it isn't 503

Bat, really, that is what they say—
I don’t pretend to know.

They say that Thompson and his wife
Just quarrel night and day.

He’sjealous. We'll perhaps there’scause;
"That’s not for me to say.

The way that woman puts on airs—
New hat and diamond ring, ;

‘And gad, gad, gadding all the time,

- With beaux upon her string.

But don’t you tell—I’m sure yon won’t !
Perhaps it isn’t so;

But, really, that is what they say—
I don’t pretend to know.

They say that Mrs. Johnson’s got

A new silk dress, and she

Don’t pay her washing bill, Pm toid—
It came quite straight to me. )

It’s hinted that her husband drinks
And gambles on the sly ;

But then folks gossip so, you know,

But thank my stars, not I'!

Now don’t you teil—I"m sure you won’r!

These things may not be s0;

But, really, that is what they say—

| In cvery gesiure digmity and]
love?"” - >

So appeared Mother Eve,
and “so may shine her fairde- |-
scendants, with the exercise of
common sense, care and proper
treatment. An enormous num-
ber of femaic complaints.are
directly caused by distarbauce
_or sappression of the Menstrual
Fgoction. In every scch case
that sterling and unfailing
specifie, BRADFIELD'S — FE-

It is from tbe recipe of a

| Cartersville, Ga. l ;
| This will certify that two | Ej
: members of my immediate ! bl
family. after baving suffered | 1
for many years from mensirnal | |
irregulerity, and having been |
treated without benefit by va-
rionus medical docters, were at
length completely cured by
one bottle of Dr.J. Bradfeld’s
Female Regulator. Its effect
in saeh cases is troiy wouader-
fal, and well may the remedy
be called “Woman's 3Best
Friend.” :
Yours Respectiunliy, |
Jaxss W. STRANGE.

BEAUTY

— |

Sepd for our book on the |
“Health and Happiness of | i
Woman.” Mailed fiee. |
BeaprieLp REeULATOR CO. !
- Atlavta, Ga.

BALTH RESTORED!

send for Trestise on the Hesith and Happi-

ness of\Woman, mailed {ree.
BRADFIELD REGULATOR Co., Box 2%, At-

anta, Ga. Sep. 5-1t.

THE MAN AND THE MONKEY.

Once upoa ¢ time a man and a monkey
chanced to meet on the highway.

“Hello, my long-tailed friend,”
man, “*whither art thoa goicg?”

«“RBoand for de city,” replied the monkey.

#Glad to bear it,” replicd the man.

«[ am going there, too, and we wiil travel to-
gether and pe of mataal benefit in case of dan-
wer.

The mounkey grinned 1 sent, and botl: wend-
ed their way.

YW hat ails you?"" asked theman; “Isee you
are a sufferer, and can scarcely get along.”

“Oh you sec,” replied the monkey, “‘my
mudder, she had what youn call serofula, very
much serofula, my farder, he had hesp sores,
some big liule sores, long time. They Dotk
took much medicive, and when they d@ed the
sores was all they left me.”

“Yes, yes,” replied the man. “f see bow it
is. Your mother inkerited her disease, scrof-
12, and your father caught it on the wing, i
you isherited or was born with both compluins.
\‘{!3_}' pire away uud die when you can be eur-
ed.”

asked the

“I been dome uwsed over sixty bottles one
drag store medicine, and it nu good. Mogzey
2]l wone and sore here yver. Some doctors
charge heap monkey, bat no goo:l.”

“Bet my friend,” said the man, “you got
hold of thic wrong medicine. Go 10 the drug
st re and et one boirie of B. B. B., and before
ueing all of it you will feelbetter. Itis aqaick
care. It will cure all sorts of sores, Scrotula,
Blood Poison caught on the wing, Itching Ha-
mor~, Catarrh, Blood und Siin di-cases and
Kidney Troubles.”

[ be sp thankral for vour kiadness, and will
gozetB. B. B to-day,” replied the monkey.

The yemoned shaft hurled au the serofulous
girl—the pitiless cries of that pale and tender
infant writhing and moaning with hereditary
blood tasint—the groaus of that stou! man con-
fined with ranping, fon! nleers—the wailings
of that wife prostratcd with the pangs of thes-
matism—the cxcrocinting ogovnies of those

sleepless nights of those cuildren terrified with
that itchins humor of ke skin—the wild and
weird appearance of those cufortunate victims
to all forms of syphilis—1
«imilar diseases indicate an impure coadition
of the blood, and all of which can be cured in
an incredibly short time by the useof B. B B,
1he concentrated blood purifier of the dav.

Soli in Newberry, S. C., by DR. 8. F. FAXNT.

Oet, 168412,

3 [3% Weex al home. £5 00 cuitit free Pay
$66§b§0}u:ely sure. No risk. Capital not
q
n

required. Reader, if you wunt busi-
ess at which persons of either sex,

hese and all other

1 don’t pretend to know. -

gzrial gtm_:.

“GONE ASHORE

ROBERT BUCHANAN.
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CHAPTER L
TIRST GLIMPSE OF THE CARAVAN.

% Wake up, or I'll break every bone in your
skin.”

The afiernocn was still very warm, buta
gray mist, driftingy from the Irish channel,
and sailing ecstward over the Jow-lying Island
of Anclesen, was beginning to scatier a thin,
penetrating drizzle on the driver of the caza-

van.

To right and left of the highway stretched
a bleek and baro prospect of marshland and
moorland, closed to the west by asky of ever
deepening rodness, and relieved here and there
by black clumps of stunted woodland. Here
and there peeped 2 solitary farmhouse, with
ontlying fields of swumpy Erecnuess, where
lean and speetral cattle were lugubriously
gruzing; and ever and anen came 2 glimpse
of some Jonely 1ake or tarn, fringed ellaround
with thick sedees, and dotled with water-
Blies. TEoroad was asdesolate as the pros-
pect, withmot a living soul upoen it, far as
the eye cowld see. To all this, however, the
Grivor of the caraven paid liftle attention,
owinz to tho simple fact that he was fast
aslecp.

Ho was Toused by a sudden jolting and
swaryingof the ciumsy vehicle, combined Witk
& sound of spla-ling water; end, opening his

ves sleopily, o pereeived that the gray mars
hed tumed eside from the centre of the road
and, having paacidly entered & stagnant pond
on the read-side, was floundering and struggl:
ing in the mud thereof, with the caravanrock:
ing behind her. At the same moment a heac
was thrust round the back pert of the vekicle,
and an angry veice exclaimed:

“Tim, you scoundrel, where the devil ar¢
you driving to? Wakeup or T'll break every
bone in your skin.”

effort, and, locking round with aninsinuating
smile, replicd:

“Bogorra, Master Charles, I thoaght it was
an earthquake entirely— Come oubof that
new! Isitwanting todrownd yourself you
are? Grrr! Shl Aisy now,aisy?”

The Jatter portion of the above sentence
was addressed to the mare, which was at last
versnaded to wads out of the coclmud and
roturn to the dusty track, where she st;;gﬁd

wivering and panting. No sooner was
:?et:::n to tgr-ﬁ.m secemplished than
Iight, agile figure Goscended the steps at the
book Of the caravan, and ran round to the
front. An excited collogquy, angry oa the
cno side and 2pologetic cn the other, ensued,
2nd did not ceose even when the driver, with
2 flick of Eis whip, put tho caravan again in
motion, while the other strode alongyide on
foot.

It was just such a ceravan asmay beseen
any summer day forming patd of the camp
onan Eaclish common, with the swart face
of a gyosy woman leosingoutal tho door,
and heii-a-dorem ragzed impsand elvesrok
ling on the grus eneath; as may be ob-
sorvod, smothered in wickerwork of all de-
scriptions, or glittering pois or pams, moving
from door to door in some slecpy country
town, guided by a gloomy gentlemsan in a
velveteen coat and o hareskin cap, and af
tended by & brawny hussy, also cmothered in
wickerwork or pets and pans; as, further-
more, may be descried forming part of the
procession of a traveling circus, and drawn
By a piebald horss which, whenever a good
tpiteh™ is found, will complete its day’s labor

young or old, can mske great pay sall the
fime they work, with ubsolute certainiy,

write for ﬁm.‘lculm w H. Halleut & Co.
Portland, Maine. Nov ¥-l1y.

by performances in the Tng. A caravan of
the good old X
dovs, ornamzented by white muslin curtains,

Thos addressed, Tim woke himself with ar |

Engzlish kind; with small win |

ror atraveling tinker, nor acircus performer.
Theugh it was summer time, he wore a large
freize coat, descending almost to his heels,
and on his head 2 wideawake hat—underncath
which his lozy, beerdless, and somewhat
sheenish £ace shone with indolent good humor.
His companion, Master Charles, as he was
called, bore still less resemblance to the Be-
hemians of English lanes and woodlands.
He vweas 2 slight, handsome, fair-baired young
fellow, of two er three and twenty, in the
tweed attire of an ordinary summer tonrist;
and every movement he made, every word
he spoke, implied the “gentleman born.”

Precently, at o signal from his master
(such he was), Tim deow rein again. By this
time the sun was setting fiery red, faraway
to the west, and the thin drizzle was becom-
inz more persistent.

“How far did they say it was to Pencroes?

“Ten miles, sor.”

«“The mare is tired out, I think, We shall
have to camp by the roadside.”

«All right, Master Charles. There’s a
handy shelter beyant there where you sce the
trees,” Tim added, pointing up the road with
his whip. The young man locked in that
direction, and sarw, ebout & quarter of a mile
gway, that the highway entered a dark
clump of woodland. Ee nodded assent and
walked rapidly forward, while the caravan
followed slowly in his reer.

Reaching the point where the wood began
and entering the shadow of the trees, he soon
found a spot well fitted for his purpoese. . To
the Jeft *the road widered ounb into a grassy
patch of common, adorned with one or twe
“bushes of stunted brown, and stretchéd outa
dusty arm to touch a large white gate, which
opened on a gloomy, grass-grown avenue

inding right through the heart of the wood.

placed in & soug position not far from the
gate, the horse was taken out and suffered
to graze, whilo Tim, searching about, found
some dry sticks and began to Iight a fire
Diving into the caravan the young man re
emerged with a camp-stool, on whichhe sat
down, lighted ameerschaum pipeand began
smoke. They could hear the rain faintly pat
tering in the boughs above them, but the spo’
they had chosen was quite shwltered and dry.

The fire soon blazed up. Entering the car
avan in his turn, Tim brought cuta tin kettl
full of water, and placed it on the fire, pre
peratory to making tea. He was thisen
gaged when the sound of & horse’s hoofs was

beard along the hizghway, and presently the
figure of 2 horseman appeared, approach-
ingatarapid trot. As it came near tothe
group on the wayside, the horse shied vio-
lently. soringing from one side of theroad to
the otier, 5o that its rider, a dark, middle-
sged man, in an old-fashioned ciozk, was al-
most thrown from the saddle. Uttering a
fierce cath, he recovered himself, axd reining
in the frightened animal, looked angrily
around; then, seeing the cause of ‘the mis-
chance, he- forced his horse, with no small
difficulty, to approach the figures by the fire.
“Wko are you?’ he demanded, in barsh,
peremptory fones. #What are you doing.
heres”

The young man, pipe in mouth, looked up
at him with a smile, but made no reply.
#What are you? Vagrants? Do you know
this place is private?”

And he pointed with his riding-whip to a
grinted “Notice!” fixed close to the gate upen
the stem of & large fir trec.

T beg your pardon,” said the youngnan,
with the utmost sang froid; *‘we are, I
imagine, on the queen’s highway, and there,
with your permission, we purpose to remain
for the night.”

Struck by the superior manner of the
speaker, the newcomer looked at him in some
surprise, but with no abatement of his
henghty manner. He then glanced et Tim,
who was busy with the kettle, from Tim fo
the gray mare, and from the gray mareto
the house on wheels, ' The scowl on his dark
face deepened, and he turned his fierce eyes
again on tho young man.

“Tet me warn you that these groundsare
private. I suffer no wandering to
pass that gate.”

“May I ask your name? said the young
man, in the same cool tone and with the same
quiebsmile. :

«"What is my name to you?”

the title of so very amiable & person.” . :
The othor condescended to mo reply, but
walked his horse foward the gate.

“QOpen this gutg for me!”

“Don't stir!™ said his master. “Let cur
amisble friend open the gate for himself.”

Withan anzry exclamation therider leaped
from his saddle, and, still holding the horse's
reins, threw the gate wide open. Then, still
leading his horse, he strode over toward the
young man, who, looking up, saw that ke was
nearly six feet high, and very powertully
buils

“My name is Monk, of Monkshurst,” he
said  “I'veagood mind to teach you to re-
member it.”
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2y name s Monk, of Monkshurst.”

Don's be afraid,” was thereply. ‘Alonk,
of Momkshurst? I sholl be eertain not to for-
geb it, AMr. Monk, of Monishurst! Tim, is
ths waler boiling?”

For a moment Mr. Monk, as he called him-
self, scemed ready to draw his riding whip
across the young man’s face, bat, conquering
himself, he surveyed him from head tofoot
with savage anger. Nothing dsunted, the
young man returned his stare with something
Yery like supreme contempt. At last, mutter-
ing bepeath kis bresth, Mr. Mook torned
away, and, leading his horse into the avenue,
closed the gate and remounted; but even then
he did not innnediately depart, but remained

ingover at the encampmens. ~ © .

Thus occapied, his face and figure seb in
the gloomy framework of the trees, he looked
even more forbidding then before. His face,
though paturally handsome, was dark with
tempestuous passions, his eyes deepset and
fierce, his clean-shaven jaw sgquare and de-
termined. For the rest, his black hair, which
swas thickly mixed with iron gray, fell almest
to his shoulders, and his upper lip was cov-
ered with an iron gray mustache. .

At last, as if satisfied with his scrotiny, 3r.
Monk turned hisbhorss round with a fierce
jerk of the rein, and rode rapidly away n
the shadow of the wood.

CHAPTER IL

JAL.

“Befora setting forth on this memorable

D

 The coravan, coming slowly Up, was soon |

— “Desides

“Well, not much, enly Ishould like to know |

“Here, fellow” he cried, addressing Tim: |

fot some minutes, seated in the saddle, scowl- |
5 - - r Lo

LEAVES FROM A YOUXG GENTLEMAN'S JOUR- |

the idea. There would be novelty in the
‘Cruises in a Caravan,’ by

title, at any rate,
with illastrations by the

Charles Brinkley,

van, with Tim as large as life, smirking seli-
consciously in delight at having his pictur?
taken, My friend B— has promised to find
me a publisker, if I will only persevers
Well, we shall ses. If the book does not
progress it will be entirely my ovn fault; for
Thave any amount of time on my hands.
Paintas hard as I maj all day, Ihave al-
ways the long evenings, when Imust either
write, read or do nothing.

“Sp T am beginning this evening, exactly a
fortnight after my first start from Chester. I
purchased the caravan there from & morose
indivi with one eye, who had it builb
+with a view to the exhibition of & Wild Man
of Patagonia; but said Wild Man having
taken it into his head fo return to Counfy
Cork, where he wes born, and the morose In-
dividual having no definite idea of a novelty o™
take his place, the caravan came info the
market.
palace, duly furnished with window-blinds,

pars
Mufrany, County Mayo, for my old servan§
Tim-na~-Chalnig, or Tim o’ the Ferry—other-
 wise Tim Linney; and with his assistance,
when he arrived, I purchased & strong mare
at Chester Fair. All thess preliminaries |

soon after daybreak, duly bound férexpiora. -
tions along the macadamized highwaysand
byways of North Wales, S Ea
“I am pleased to say
had recovered the first shock of steing a peri-:
derfully. - ‘Suré it's justlikethe ould cabinat.

pull it along? and I think the resemblance.
woulichave been camplete in his eyes if thers.
kad only been two or three pigs to trof me-

rily behind the back door. As for myself, I
took to the nomad life as naturelly as if1

had npever in my life been in & civilized habi-
tation. To be ablato go where one pleased,

to dawdle as one pleases, to stop and sleep

where one pleased, was ‘certainly a new sen-
sation. My friends, observing my sluggish

ways, had often compered me to thsb inter-

esting creature, the snail; now the resem-

blance was complete, for I'was a snail indeed,

witk my house comfortebly fixed upon my

shoulders, erawling tranquilly along.

“Of course, the caravan hasits inconveni-
ences. Inside, to quote the elegantsimile of
our progenitors, there is scarcely roomenough
toswing a cabin; and when my bed is made,
£nd Tim's hammock is swung just inside the
door, the place forms the tiniest of sleeping
chambers. Then our cooking arrangements
are primitive, and, as Tim has no idea what-
ever in the culinary art, beyond being ablato
boil potatoesin theirskins and make Very
doubtful ‘stirabout,’ there isa certain want
of variety in our repasts. . - oo
the inconveai=nces which I Bave |
mentioned, but which were, perhaps, hardly
worth chronicling, the caravan has social
drawbacks, more perticularly embarrassing
to & modest man like myself. Itisconfusing,
for example, on entering a town, or good-
sized village, to be surrounded by the entire
fuvenile population, who cheer usvociferously,
under the impression that we constitute a
‘show,’ and afterward, on ascertaining their
mistake, pursue us with opprobrious jeers;
and it is distressing toremark that-ourmode
of life, instead of inviting confidence, causesus
to be regarded with suspicion by the vicar of
the parish and the local policemen. ‘We are

moreover, to cbullitions of bucolic
humor, which have taken the form of horse-
play on more then one occasion. Tim has
had several fights with the Welsh peasantry,
ard hss generally come off victorious, though
on one occasion he would have been over-
powered by numbers if I had not gone; to his
assistance. Generally speaking, nothing will
remove from the rural ion an idea
£hat the caravan forms an exhibition of some
sort. When I airily alight and stroll through
a village, sketchbook in hand, I have inva-
riably at my heelsa long aitendant frainof
all ages, obviously under the impression that
$o ‘petormmt 5 R A LT s
= t"To avoid theseand similarinconveniences, |
we generally balt for thenight insoms sey
clnded spot—some roadside nook or outlying:
common.  But there isafatal attractionin.
the caravan; it scems to draw spectators, as
it were, outiof the very bowels of the earth.
No matier how desolate the place we have
chosen, we have scercely made ourselves
comfortable when an audience gathers, and
stragglersdropin, amazed and open-mouthed.
1 found it irksome at first to paint in the open
air, with a gozing crowd at my back making
audible comments on my work as it pro-
gressed; but Isoon got used to jf, and, hav-
ing discovered certain good ‘smbjects’ here
and there among my visitors, T take the pub-
licity now as a matter of cuurse. Even when
busy inside I am never astonished to see
strange noses flattened against the windows
—strange faces peeping in at the door. The
human temperament accrstorns itself to any-
thing.

“T begin this record in the Island of Angle-
sea, where we bave arrived after our fort-
night’s wanderings in the more mountainous
districts of the mainland. Anglesea, Iamin-
formed, is chiefly famous for its pigs and
its wild ducks. So far as T have yet explored
it I find it flat and desolate enough; but 1
bave been educated in Irish landscapes, end
don’t object to flatness'when combined wits
desolation. I like these dreary meadows,
these bleak stretches of melancholy mcor- |
land, theso wild lakes and lagoons. {

At the present ;moment I am encamped in '
& spot where, in all probability, I shall re-
riain for days. Icameupon itguite by ac-
cident about midday yesterday, when cnmy
way to the market town of Pencroes; or,
rather, when I imagined that Iwas going
thither, while I had, in reality, after hesitat-,
ing at three cross-roads, taken the road which
led in esactly the opposite direction. Tke
way was desolate and dicary beyond meas-
ure—stretches of morass and moorland on
every side, occasional'y rising info heathery
¥nolls or hillocks, or sirewed with hage
pieces of stones like the moors of Cornwall.
Fresently the open moorland  ended,
and we entered a region of sandy
hillocks, sparsely arnamented here and
there with Jlong, harsh grass. If orpe
coald imogine the waves of the ocean, &t
some moment of wild agitation, suddenly
frozen to stillness, and returning intact these
tempestucus forms, it would give some idea
of the hillocks I am describing, Theyroseon
every side of the road, completely shuiting:
b ous the view, and their pale, livid yellow-

ness, scarcely relieved with a gli of |

with drifted sand as tobe scarcely recoguiz
able, a2d'T n=cd hardly say that it was hard
work for cne hose to pull the caravan slong,

“Tve had procceded in this manmer for
some wmiles, and I was beginning to realize
the fact that we were cut of our Teckoning,
when, suddenly emerging from between twe.
sandhills, I saw a wide stretch of grecn mea-
dow land, and beyend it a glorified piece of

water sparkled like a mirror, calm as glass,
and without a breath  As we appeared a
large heron rose from the spot cn the water
side where he had beea standing—

‘Still as a stone, withoub 2 soand,

euthor; photographic frontispiece, the Cara-

atable,a |

a pieca of carpet, a chai
stove, cooking utensils, not to speak of my |
own artistic in, I sent over to

being settled, we started one fins morning :
‘that Tirs, after Be o)

kome,’ be averred, ‘barrin’ the wheels;and |

Tam looking for asuitable- ‘pitch,’and am |

extreme. “As we advanced among them, the | be
Toad e ere pursuing. grew. worse and [, -
vrorse, till itbecame so choked and covercd | -

water, The sun was shining brightly, the |

which always, to my mird, pertains to lakes
end lagoons. Eager as a oy or a loosencd
,Iret\n‘ever,.lmn across the meadow and fonnd
! thé grass long and green and sown with in-

! numereble crowsfeot flowers; underneath
i the was sand ogain, bub bere it glim-
mered like golddust. AsTreached the sedges
| on the lake sido a tegl rose, in fuli summer
! plumage, wheeled swiftly round the lake.
theh, returning, spiashed down boldly and
swam within a store’s throw of the shore,
when, peering throngh the rushes, Icavghta
alimpse cf his mafe paddling anxiously along
with eight little fluifs of down behind her.
Then, just cutside the sedges, Isaw the golden
shield of water broken by thecircles of rising
trout. It was foomuch. Ihastened backte
the caravan and informed Tim thatI had
po intention of going any farther—that day,
atleast. :

“So here we have been since yesterday, and
up fo this, have not set eyés upon a single
soul. Such peace and guictness is a foretaste
of Paradise. As thisisthe most satisfactory
day Thaveyet spent in my pilgrimage, al-

it bears, et the same time, a fumily
likeness o the other ‘days of the past fort
night; I parpose sefting down, verbatim,
seriatim. - 3 chronologically, the manner in
whichT. _ied myself frem dawn to sun-
sat, :

A. 3. —Wske, and see that Tim has al-
dow, ‘Turn over again with a yawn, and go
 to sleep for another fivominutes. -

%35 A 3. —Wako again, and discover, by

minates, ¥ have sleptan hour anda quarter.

el

% ag noiab once, ‘and shp on shirt  and

openair. “ No ‘sign of Tim, but a fire 'Is
Tighted close to ke caravan, which chadows
‘it from the rays of the morning sun. Stroll
‘down: to the leke, and throwing off what'
garments Tweer, prepare for a bath. Can-
Dot geb oxt fora swim on aceount of the
Teeds.. The bathover, returnand finish my
_ 8 4.3 —T¥m has reappeared. Fehasbeen
right down to the seashore, a walk of zbout
two miles and a half. He informs me, tomy
disgust, that therois some sorbof ahuman
settiement there, and a lifeboat station. He
has brought back in his baglet, as spccimens
of ‘the local products, & dozen new-laid eggs,
some milk, and aloaf of bread. The last, I
obscrve, isin a fossil state. I ask whosold
ithim. He answers, William Jones.
€:8:30 A 3. —Wo breakfastsplendidly. Even
the fossil Joaf yiclds sustenace, after itiscub
up and dissolved in hot tea. Between whiles
Tim informs me that the sctilement down
vonder is,in his opinion, a poor-sort of &
There are several whitewashed cot-
tagesand a large, rocfless houss, for all the
world like a church. Devil the cow or pig
did he secat all, barrin’ a fow hens, Any
boats, I ask. Yes, one, with the bottom
got this name so pat that my
curiosity ins to be aroused. ‘Who the
dence is William Jones? ‘Sure, thin,’ says
Tim, ‘ke’s the man thatlives down beyant, by
tho sca’ I demand, somewhat irritably,if
thephcacou:ramsoﬂyoneinhabibmt? Devil
another did Tim see, he explains—barrin’
Wilkiam Jones. 2
€9.30 A3 —Start painting in the open air,
under the shade of a large white cotton um-
brella. PaintontilllP.aL
1 p 3.—Take = long walk among the
sandhills, avoiding the settlement beyond
the Iake. Don’t want to meet any of the
aboriginals, more particularly William Jones.
Walking bere is like runningup and down
Altantic billows, assuming said billows to ‘be
solid; now I am lost in the trough of the
sand, pow I reemerge on the crest of the
olid weve. Amusing, but fetiguing. Isoon
lose myself; every hillock being exzctly like
another. Suddenly & hare starts frém under
my fectand goes leisurely awey. I remem-
ber an-old amusement of mine in the west of
Ireland, and I track Puss by her footprints—
now clearly and beautifuly printed ja the
soft sand of the hollows, now more faintly

miceorotherprey. - - -

- “Tooling at my watch, I findthat I have
been toilingin this sandy wilderness forquite
two hours. Time to get back.and dine.
Climb the nearest hillock, and look round to
discover where I am. Can see nothing bub
the sandy billows on every side, and am
entirely at a loss which way to go. At last,
after balf 2n hour’s blind wandering, stum-
ble, by accident, on the rcad by the lake sids,
and sce the caravan in the distance.

«4 p ar.—Dinner. Boiled potatoes, boiled
eggs, fried bacon. Tim's cooking is prim-
itive, but I could devour anything—even
William Jones fossil bread. Iasked if any
human being has visited the camp. ‘Sorra
one,’ Tim says, looking ra‘her disappointed.
He has got to feel himsalf a public character,
and misses the homage of the vulgar.

“Paint again till 6 P. 3L

%A beautiful sunset. The sandhills grow
rosy in the light, the lake deepers from crim-
son to purple, the moon comescut likeasilver
sickle over thesandy sea. A thought seizes
me as the shadows increase.  Now is the time
to entico the pink trout from their depths in
thelake, Iget outmy fishingrod and line,
and, stretching two or three fies which seem
suitable, prepare for acticn. My rod is only
o small, single-handed one, and itis difficult
to cast bevond the sedges, but the fish are ris-
ing thickly outin the tronquil pools, and, de-
termined mot to be beaton, I'wade into the
kmees. Half & dozen trout, each about the
size of a small herring, rovwerd my enterprise.
Trhen I have captured them, the moon is high
up ebove the sand hills, and i6is quite dark.

#Sych is the chronicle of the past day. By
the lightof mylamp inside the caravan I
hove written itdown. It has beenall very
tranguil and wneventlul, but very delightfal,
and a day to be marked with a white stone,
inone respect—that from dewn to sunset I
havenot sebeyes on a human being except
my servant

“Stop, though! I am wropnz. Just asl
was resurning from my piscatorial excursion
to the Inke, I sew, pescnzalong thercad in
the direction of the sea,a certain solitary
| horseman, who accosted me nof too civilly

on the road side the might before last He
scowled at me in pessing, and, of course, Tec-
‘ognized me by the aid of the caravan. His
name is Monk, of Monlksimrst, and ha seems
to “be pratiy ﬂm:g:&& all he surveys.

: .:’iﬁ’-ésﬁington'_jl;a;s 180 churches with
£9351 raembers.

g

Nebraska has set out 4,500,000
trees the past year.

The strawberry crop in eastern
Florida, islarger than ever known.
: :
Mexico is shipping considerable

fruit, especially oranges, to this coun-

Above his dim blue shade’—

and satled leisurely away. Around thelake,

try.

along in circles and searching the ground for |

If the new officials connected with
the Pension Office desire to get their
hands in upon the sabject of investi-
gations, ] would recommend as a
good field for the business the highly
moral City of Brotherly Loveé, Phila-
delpia, where the pevsion agent is
said to have been paying pensions to
numerous parties who have been de-
funet for lo! these many years, to
say nothing of a swall. regiment of
widows who bave also been the re-
cipients of Uncle Sam’s bounty, after
they had tbriftily provided themselves
with husoands.

" The civilities that are dde to the
people from their public servants,
should prompt the latter to furnish
seats in the-corridors of the several
departments for the accommodation
and comfort of their = cmployers,
the people: To have men and women
waiting hour after hour with no place
to rest their weary limbs, after their
tramping excursions through our in-
terminable thoronghfares, is some-

thing mot to be placidly borne. “It!

‘would seem that it would be entirely
feasible to have a waiting-room fur-
‘pished with proper seating facilities
for the use of the great number of
people who have business with the
department. :

It is a somewhat sad commentary
upon the morals of the population of
the District of Columbia, when the
President is said to be looking else-
where for men to fill the District of-
fices. I know that the air- of the
capital must necessarily be impreg-
nated with all sorts of politieal dia-
bolism, but I really supposed that
half a dozen good men might be dis-
covered somewhere, who weuld be.
competent and honest enongh to fill
the few offices here.

ments, at Jeast, are going to enforce
that provision of the statate in Sec.
190, R. S. which prohibits any - clerk
or other person who has been in the
service of the Government, from pro

secuting any pending claim before any
of the departments within a period of
two years after his connection with
the service has ceased. The intent
of this law, that the Government
shall not permit itself to be placed

to a disadvantage in the adjudication

of claims, is so apparent that I won-

der that there should be any hesita-

tion upon the part of any department

in enforcing it to the letter.

The granting of 550 pensions by
the Government in a single \day, is

work in the Pension Office that has

never been equalled. I would im-

press upon the memory of Commis-
sioner Black the fact thst his prede-
cessors in - office - have declared that
ninety per cent. of a given number
of pensions granted in a given time,
were opep, palpable and diabolical
frauds. 1 think in these pension
matiers that it were better to make
haste slowly. PrcxNo.

He Marries His Sweetheart’s
Sister.

The marriage ot George Finlay,
the historian of ancient Greece and
for many years correspondent of the
London Times at Athens, was at-
tended by considersble romance.
Finlay had become attached to a
beautiful Armenian girl at Constan-
tinople, and, as her family would
never have consented to ber mar
riage with the young Scotchman, de-
termined to elope with her. A yatch
of an English friend was to take the
couple to Grecce. and it was ar-
ranged that the young lady was to
be got on board in a box prepared
for the purpose. - When the eventful
moment came the girl became {right-
ened and refused to allow herself to
be placed in the box. Her sister,
equally lovely, thought it a pity that
the romantic arrangement should tot
be taken -advantage of, and entered
Herself the box in place of her sister.
I suppose Finlay must bave been
considerably surprised when the box
was opened 1n the cabin of the yacht
and: not- bis.sweetheart, hut hersis

ter wos revesled, dressed
man’s oniform. The brother of the

| young lady had discovered the affair

and was quickly on board the yacht
to demand explanation. Finlay saw
only one course before him. The
girl had been compromised; he would
marry her. The brother giving his
consent, the marriage took place at
once.-—San Francisco Alla.

“llow’s business?’ asked a tramp
printer, as he waiked icto the news-
rcom. “Picking up,” answered a

typo, as he kept working on.

It is said that some of the depsart-

esled; rossed in midship- | 20

you to be the right kind of boys, and
grow up the right kind of men, for be-
ing the one you will most assurediy
be the other. You comprehend this
don't you? What finer sight can one
see than a noble, upright hoy. An
heness, truthful, industrious boy is
always to be admired. Chiefest among
the virtues with which 2 boy’s char-
acter sinuld be adorned, however, is
s love for father and mother; for
show us a boy full of love for his
parents, and we at once say that he
is the right kind of a boy. “Mother
Jove” vever hurt a boy or girl yet, and
in spite of his being tied to hismoth
er's apron string (as some fooliskly
remark) being asign of weakness, we
say that it isa tower of strength,
and 2 shield which shall ever protect
and keep him in time of danger and
calemity. Boy’s you cannot Show. &

the fallzess of love for your moth-
er. It shouid be your. pride to show
that love on all occasion
ashamed of it. Sin
you birt), a ‘mother’s  love bas

yowmight bave been & rag-muffin or.
2 good for nanght. Love your moth-
er then, and you may be pretty cer-
tain that you will be a good boy, and
have the esteem, and the confidence,
and the good will of your el d‘ers,_-.-and
will grow up to beagood man. We bave
never yet seen a bad. or vicious boy
prove to be a good man, while on
the other hand our expericnce has
always shown that a good boy proved
in the end a good man. Men can be
pointed out to-day who were poor

greater strength of character than m h

been around and sbout you; but for |
her care and loving ministrations}

was lately committed. A Russian i
peasant, who had been to the villuge '
to seil a pair of oxen, was Teturning

home with his danghter, s girl 6F14

years, when on his way héstqppéd*'at g
kobach (a drinking house) three

miles from town. In the place were .
several saspicionslooking ‘persons, =
who noticed the pasaut'émone?'
when he paid for bis drink.  Theun-
suspecting man left the houseand
went on his way. Soon after, nnder
cover of the darkuess, he was ss-
saalted and killed. After rifling the
corpse the murderers threw the -
body of their unfortunate vietim iato

a well. The girl, who ‘had beens
witness of her father's murder, re-
turned to the house where her father
owﬁer e

girl of the same age,

¥

The kobachuik (salpon-keeper) ac-
quainted them of the gir¥s refarn,
whereupon they avowed their inten- -
tion of completing their bloody work
by.catting the throat of the innocent -
child. The kobachnik --'9‘?10@59&-1_"1:0: e
this mode of dispatching the girl,as
the body might be discovered, and _ :
be an easy means of identifying him
as an accessory of the murder of her - o
and her father. He proposedtobarn =~
her alive in the bread oven. - - RS O
To this the nthers consented, and
accordingly he ordered his wife to

boys aud who were taken in hand in
youth because of the signs of good-
ness shown by them. This is true

who reads the Herarp Axp News
would grow to be an homor and a
pride to his parents and his country.

We would have been glad could
we have witnessed Brooklyn’s happy
day as described by the New York
Obserzer. What 2 glorious sight, fif-
ty-five thousand children rank and
file taking part in a Sunday School
celebration. What a jubilant sound
must that nomber of happy children
have made as they sang “Come to
Jesus” ‘or other sppropriate songs.
To us here at home who never see
more thin a hundred or two little
ones gathered on the green sward,
such an army as Brooklyn was- able

heralded as a masterpiece of rapid |4, moster makes the hesrtthrill with | mprd

plesamghie':dehgﬁh sl
that it coald be possib

School celebration and paradeoceurs.
it was observed on Wednesday of
last week with the usual exercises of
marching, singing 2nniversary hymns,
and listening to sddresses. Along
many of the streets where the child-
ren marched the houses were gayly
decorated with flags and bunting in
honor of the occasion. One division
of twenty-two schools had 14,000
children in line; another division of
twenty schools had 8,000, another
6,000. In all about 55,000 children
took part in the parade. This annual
turn-out of the children is = sight
which brings to Brooklyn strangers
even from distant parts, and is worth
a long journey to see it and to share
in the delight expressed by the fifty-
five thousand paraders.”

Speaking of crowds and- celebra-
tions the mind must be impressed
with the magnitude and magnificence
of the display recently msde in Paris,
the most glorious city of the world,
on the burial ceremonies of Vietor
Hugo, the greatest Iyric poet France
has ever produced. ‘Ve should like
to have seen this ceremony, which is
said to have exceeded in grandeur
and pomp, and size and musi¢ any
that has ever before been extended
even to monarch or king.

The remaios of Victor Hugo were
laid to rest in the Panthéon, at Paris,
on Mouday, with great pomp and cer-
emony. - Althoughrain fell through!
‘the night. and there was every indi-{
cation in the early morning: of ‘more
rain - during the day, bundreds of
thousands of people- broad: at.
daybreak, crowding o

rocession was fo move. Owing
crowded condition of the hotels thon-
sands were compelled to bivouac in
the open air all night. - The windows.
along the route of the faneral pro-
cession were let at from 300 to 1,000
francs each. Six orations were de-
livered under the Arc de Tromphe in
the presence of large numbers of il-
lustrious men of France. The bead
of the procession reached the Pan-
theon at 1:45 o’clock, but so exten-
sive was it that the end had not yet
left the Arc de Triomphe. Fortunate-
ly there was nmo serious trouble on
the part of the Commaunistic element
as was feared.

every time boys, mark it well, and re-| .
member it. Would that every boy |

ot s S
Involuntarily she. grasped it, then

-stoned to death by hmmbe

Owinz'to the | 2

prepare for the barning ofthegirl. =

When the oven was ready he directed = s
his accomplice to fake the gi .
as 17ing on-thesatsless

with & yellow handkerchie 3
around her head, and throw herinto
the oven. At the same time he can-
tioned them to be gquick in their
work in order to prevent her making
an outery. The. girl, nervous and
agitated by the dreadfal work of -
the night, bad not gone fo sleep.
She breathlessly listened to the
preparatiops of the villains for her -
own marder. Quietly rising’ from
the bed, she looked aboumt for-a
‘means of escape, but saw nonees- 3
cept & window, which was fastened
with a large nail, the only other
meaus of exit beiag fhe door throngh
which ‘she bad been- brought, an

 “The bappiest day of sl fhe esr| mes
for the children of Brooklyn is the| .
day on which the sanual Sunday|

lsid it down. Suddenly an ides
seemed to seize her.” Tarning fo-
ward the bed ske untied the yelow
handkerchief about her amd tied it
on that of her sleeping companion,
taking care to drawit-well downor
her face so s toconceal the fealures.
Then grasping the sleeping girl by
the choulder, she rolled ker over ili
she rested on the front of thebed.
Then the desperate girl crawled over
to the inside and waited. The mur-
derers, acting on the description
given by the kobachnik, seized the
girl with the yellow handkerchicf -
over her face and threw herinto the
oven. - After completing their temi-
ble work they went to sleep, thus
giving the other girl a chance fo
escape. She immediately made her
way to town and gave informationfo
the police. No time was lost, and 8-
posse of officers, nnder the guidance '
of the girl, soon had the murderers
in cusiody. Tty

ey

An indian-do:tbr in Utah :_'écé_nt- =
ly lost a patient and was promptly

—sGDe

* Mes. Willisw Rankl

: — :
Fruit trees are so heavily laden
places on the Pacific coast that han-
dreds of laborers are kept smployed
thinning out the fruit. = s
i< S
«What is edmcation 7’ asked =
writer. Well, it is something the
avezage college graduate thinks be
has until he becomes 2 Dewspsper
man. Then he has to begin all over

again. : =




